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My  Mother*s  Kitchen 

By  Patty  Mugavero 


Somehow,  it  was  always  warm. 

Like  so  many  seasons, 
the  recipes  came  and  went 
as  we  sat  in  a circle 
eating  in  silence 
wolf-like 

keeping  the  world  at  bay 
lost  in  the  worlds  we  never  did  leave  behind 
completely. 

It  was  the  first  room  we  walked  into 
and  the  last  room  we  left. 

Wedged  into  half  of  the  painted  cupboard, 
the  Kenmore  washer  chugged  out  work  clothes 
faithful  animal  in  harness 
and  paperwork  got  done  monthly 
on  the  cheap  Formica  table, 
between  meals  and  cigarettes. 

Into  this  room  came  earlier  versions  of  ourselves. 

Like  mirrors,  we  looked  to  each  other  for  signs  of  recognition 

five  people  adrift 
or  harboring  awhile 
in  the  quiet  old  kitchen 
surrounded  by  white  metal  cabinets 
where  we  sought  comfort  as  much  as  food 
and  sat  in  molded-form  chairs 
of  assorted  colors 
talking  of  our  days 

looking  out  the  window  over  the  double  sink 
to  the  fields  and  woods 
where  we  imagined  danger  lay  brewing. 

We  were  together  in  that  kitchen. 

As  the  world  raged  outside  the  doorstep 
we  sequestered  indoors 
sharing  the  years  like  cheerful  roommates 
grouped  by  fate  and  linked  through  blood 
gathered  in  a room 
that  somehow,  despite  itself, 
was  always  warm. 
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CONSOLATION 

By  Heather  M.  Fahn 


Insomnia  embraces  me 

In  your  absence. 

Sleeplessness  holds  me 

While  you  are  gone. 

Pacified  lull  comforts  me... 

But  for  how  long? 

I miss  you! 


26TH  Street  and  Pulaski 

By  Xelina  Cortez 

On  Sunday  mornings  mi  papa  played  spic  records 
that  bellowed  out  through  the  six  blocks, 
to  the  apartment, 

where  rice  sandwiches  waited  in  shabby  paper  bags 
and  swollen  floor  boards  that  nobody  fixed  rested. 

Where  couches  spun  dust 

and  my  mother  spun  historia  with  a cheap  needle  and  thread. 

Pass  the  open  water  hydrant, 

above  the  chalked  hopscotch  squares  5,  6,  7, 

second  floor  rear  building  where  sunlight  never  came, 

and  what  did  it  matter? 


6 


HENRY  AND  GRACE 

By  Sandra  Penrose 


“He’s  a street  angel  and  a house  devil.”,  she’d  say 
To  those  who  knew  of  Grandpa’s  odd  behavior, 

But  he  was  her  husband,  so  she  felt  she  must  stay. 

He  heard  of  a needy  family  one  day 
And  quietly  sent  money... an  anonymous  savior. 
“He’s  a street  angel  and  a house  devil.”,  she’d  say. 

For  weeks  at  a time,  work  took  him  away. 

He’d  leave  her  without  money,  and  five  kids  to  care  for. 
But  he  was  her  husband,  so  she  felt  she  must  stay. 

Until  his  sick  granddaughter’s  dying  day. 

He  grudged  a heated  room  in  which  to  bathe  her. 
“He’s  a street  angel  and  a house  devil.”,  she’d  say. 

With  cronies,  he  could  drink,  and  laugh  and  play 
Then,  going  home,  transform  into  wife-beater. 

But  he  was  her  husband,  so  she  felt  she  must  stay. 

Old  at  fifty- six,  watching  his  moods  each  day. 

Her  rheumatic  heart  would  finally  spare  her. 

“He’s  a street  angel  and  a house  devil  .”,  she’d  say. 
But  he  was  her  husband,  so  she  felt  she  must  stay. 
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Men’s  Club 

By  David  McGrath 

I was  thirteen  and  infatuated  with  Debbie  Strong.  Her  father  was  a 
dentist  which  seemed  reason  enough  to  me  for  her  glistening  smile,  her 
flawless  skin,  and  her  ever-changing  array  of  stylish  clothes. 

At  thirteen  1 hadn’t  begun  dating,  and  Debbie  wasn’t  exactly  my 
girlfriend.  On  warm,  portentous  evenings  toward  the  end  of  the  school  year,  1 
would  put  on  clean  socks,  comb  my  hair,  and  then  ride  the  two  miles  to  the 
park  on  my  bicycle.  Once  there.  I’d  lean  the  bike  against  the  baseball  backstop 
and  saunter  over  to  the  water  fountain,  where  1 would  stand  for  minutes, 
sometimes  hours,  but  with  careful,  crafted,  seeming  purposelessness.  And 
then  she  would  appear. 

There  would  be  that  awkward  first  moment,  for  1 was  painfully,  almost 
clinically  shy.  But  she’d  take  over  the  conversation  as  1 looked  at  the  grass, 
scuffing  a place  in  the  turf  with  my  shoe,  every  so  often  stealing  a glance  at  her 
diamond  smile  glistening  in  June’s  setting  sun.  And  then  she’d  ask  me  for  a 
ride. 

This  is  what  1 waited  for,  was  something  1 could  do.  She  would  sit 
sideways  on  the  crossbar,  facing  forward,  giving  me  relief  from  her  intensity  (or 
was  it  my  intensity?).  Both  of  my  arms  would  be  around  her,  but  not  quite 
touching  her,  with  my  hands  gripping  the  handlebars.  And  1 would  peddle 
around  the  park,  taking  seriously  the  responsibility  of  my  precious  cargo,  as 
she’d  wave  at  other  girls  she  knew,  while  my  face  and  my  senses  were  filled 
with  the  fragrance  of  her  soft,  brown  hair,  and  my  juvenile  mind  addled  by  her 
ease  and  her  inscrutability. 

On  one  of  these  evenings  1 saw  my  best  friend  Tom,  as  Debbie  and  1 
cycled  past  the  water  fountain  on  our  first  revolution,  and  he  waved  hello  and 
looked  surprised.  1 first  supposed  it  was  because  1 had  not  told  him  about  my 
after-supper  rendezvous;  but  at  school  the  next  day,  talking  with  him,  1 learned 
that  it  was  because  he  had  been  there  on  his  bicycle,  for  the  same  circuitous 
journeys  of  romance  which  he  had  thought  he  himself  had  shared  exclusively 
with  Debbie. 

In  quick,  schoolboy  fashion,  our  “manly”  loyalties  taking  precedence, 
Debbie  was  dissected  and  dismissed,  psychoanalyzed  and  castigated  as  one 
who  was  interested  in  neither  one  of  us,  but  only  in  the  affirmation  of  her 
femininity  and  allure,  which  our  attentions  seemed  to  provide  (all  of  this 
discussed  in  schoolboy  language,  of  course). 

We  swore  to  each  other  that  we’d  never  succumb  to  her  glittering  wiles 
again.  1 kept  my  oath,  though  1 ached  to  break  it.  And  to  this  day,  1 have  my 
suspicions  about  Tom. 
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Fall  Into  C.O.D. 

By  Eric  Kleinberg 

Laid  back  loungers  lounging  in  an  area  to  lounge  in, 

Brisk  cold  crisp  air  briskly  crisps, 

Vibratal  vibrations  vibrate  through  the  vibration  zone. 

Smoke  filling  the  smoke  filled  air,  being  crispisized  by  the  brisk  cold  crisp  air. 
Walkers  walking  woefully  to  their  next  walk-to  destination. 

Sitters  sitting  slouched  where  they  sit. 

Cars  cruise  casually  along  the  car  filled  road. 

Engines  energize  the  casually  cruising  cars. 

Trees  tasting  emissions  emerging  from  the  energized  engines  that  energize 
casually  cruising  cars  cruising. 

Dead  plants  dead,  liberating  dharma  delightfully  during  the  dead  plant  day. 

Sun  shining  sensationally,  creating  balls  of  energy  that  suck  in  the  laid  back 
loungers  lounging  who  capture  crispy  cold  brisk  air  as  the  vibrating  vibrations 
vibrate,  caring  smoke  that  clings  to  walkers  walking  woefully  to  their  next 
walk-to  destination,  passing  slouched  sitting  sitters  watching  casually  cruising 
cars  casually  cruise  emitting  emissions  entirely  enveloping  the  trees  with  their 
energizing  emissions  emitting  engines  that  energize  the  casually  cruising  cars 
passing  dead  plants  liberating  dharma  delightfully. 

Another  season  to  come. 
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Loving  me,  Unbiasedly 

By  Corinne  Prah 

Your  big  brown  eyes 
Stare  at  me, 

Attentively, 

As  I whine  and  moan. 

Cry  and  groan 

And  complain  of  my  terrible  day. 

1 make  my  way 
Through  the  kitchen  door. 
You’re  following  me, 
Caringly, 

But  1 only  get  upset. 

“Why  don’t  you  just  let  me  be? 

Don’t  you  see? 

I’ve  had  a bad  day! 

Traffic  was  slow 
1 forgot  my  purse 
My  nylons  they  ran 
And  111  pay  those  bills,  when  I can!” 

Then  I stare  there 
For  a moment 
Staring  back  at  you. 
Attentively, 

And  caringly. 

And  realize 

That  the  sun  can  end 
And  the  days  can  cease 
Yet  you  will  be  there 
Loving  me, 

Unbiasedly. 
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DONALD 

By  Kathy  Belletire 


Large,  brown,  quiet;  the  horse’s  name  is  Bear. 

He  chews  hay  and  waits  for  Donald. 

A tall  young  man  pushes  the  wheelchair  for  his  father. 

“BEAR!”  Donald  calls  to  the  horse  in  his  garbled  voice. 

He  raises  his  hand  to  greet  his  friends. 

He  is  wheeled  up  the  ramp.  Bear  lead  to  position. 

Donald  struggles  to  stand,  to  escape  the  pull  of  the  chair. 

His  world  teetering,  Donald  shuffles  two  steps  forward. 

Helping  hands  grip  his  arms. 

His  foot  is  put  in  the  stirrup. 

All  lift,  all  pull,  all  hold,  all  steady  him. 

As  the  man’s  weight  descends  onto  the  horse’s  back. 

Bear  stands  still,  patient,  ready,  trusted. 

A single  toss  of  his  head  as  he  accepts  the  burden. 

Knees  rigid,  hips  locked,  ankles  stiff,  awkwardly  shifting  to  find  a balance  in  a 
body  slow  to  respond, 

Donald  straddles  the  horse. 

His  fingers  hold  tight  to  the  leather  strap. 

His  feet  push  hard  into  the  irons. 

He  is  ready. 

Bear’s  hoofs  lift,  land,  lift,  land, 
his  broad  brown  back  sways  gently. 

One  leader,  two  side  walkers,  horse  and  rider 
walk  slowly  around  the  arena. 

“BEAR!...  THANK  YOU!  THANK  YOU!  THANK  YOU!” 

He  calls  to  all,  to  each  of  us. 

Donald,  once  a surgeon  now  shows  us  who  speak, 
walk  and  move  without  effort 
the  meaning  of  humility. 
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NOT  TODAY 

By  Marilyn  P.  Donovan 

I signed  the  note  with  love  and  then  I made  the  eall 
1 will  not  need  the  babysitter  after  all 
While  looking  through  the  window  at  my  kids  at  play 
1 knew  1 could  not  leave  them  on  this  summer’s  day 

Don’t  wait  for  me,  1 won’t  be  there 
Go  on  with  life  as  though  we  never  met 
If  time  can  dim  the  memories 
Than  surely  time  can  help  us  to  forget 

Autumn  came  and  turned  the  world  to  gold  and  brown 
1 longed  to  walk  beside  you  on  the  yellow  ground 
1 saw  the  children  tumbling  in  the  leaves  at  play 
And  1 knew  I could  not  leave  them  on  this  autumn  day 

The  days  grew  short  and  soon  the  land  was  white  with  snow 
I wanted  you  to  love  me  by  the  firelight’s  glow 
1 watched  them  build  a snowman  and  they  were  so  gay 
I knew  I could  not  leave  them  on  this  winter’s  day 

The  earth  took  one  more  turn  and  it  was  spring  once  more 
I needed  you  in  every  way,  just  as  before 
1 ran  to  outstretched  arms  to  kiss  the  tears  away 
1 knew  1 could  not  leave  them,  not  on  this  spring  day 

Don’t  wait  for  me,  1 won’t  be  there 
Go  on  with  life  as  though  we  never  met 
If  time  can  dim  the  memories 
Than  surely  time  can  help  us  to  forget 
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NOT  TODAY 

Illustration  by  Sharon  Kane 
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GREAT  AUNT  CONN 

By  Sandra  Penrose 

My  Great  Aunt  Conn  was  determined 
That  I should  more  mannerly  be, 

Whilst  1,  at  age  five,  had  decided 
Politeness  was  not  for  me. 

One  day,  as  a treat,  she  brought  us 
Some  ice  cream  and  Ginger  Ale, 

1 dropped  a spoonful  of  ice  cream 
Into  the  pop.  Aunt  Conn  turned  pale. 

The  pop  fizzed  up  and  overflowed 
The  glass.  1 grabbed  it  up  and  slurped. 
“You’ll  never  be  a lady!”,  she  stated. 

1 looked  into  her  face... and  burped. 

When  1 was  six.  Great  Aunt  Conn  brought 
A large  bag  of  peanut- shaped  candy. 

She  said,  “Remember,  if  you  want  more. 
You  must  ask  politely,  Sandy.” 

“May  1 please  have  the  last  one?” 

1 asked  her,  already  reaching  out. 

“Offer  it  to  others,  first.”,  she  said. 

But  I want  it!,  1 wanted  to  shout. 

She  died  when  I was  nine  years  old. 

But  her  memory  lives  on. 

Whenever  I’m  stuck  for  the  right  thing  to  do, 

1 think,  “What  would  please  Great  Aunt  Conn?” 
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November 

By  Paul  Sorenson 


I gaze  into  an 
Infinite  blue  night  sky 
Dazzling  with  a thousand  star  lights 
Cold  clean  November  air 
Stings  in  my  nostrils 
Then  turns  to  steam 
Drifting  up  past  my  view 

Bare  tree  limbs 
Cradle  the  night 

Drinking  deeply  from  its  magic  spell 

Homes  line  this  town’s  streets 
Yellow  light  glows  in  their  windows 
Log  scented  smoke 
Wafting  from  their  chimneys 

Blanketing  clouds 
From  the  northwest 
Roll  quietly  in 

I think  it  will  snow  tonight 
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BOYS 

by  Julie  Bridges 


MONTERRAYTRIO 
by  Woodice  A.  Fuller 
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DAYS  END 
by  Laura  Sosnowski 


PRAIRIE  SUNSET 
by  Jull  Bridges 
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ALONE  WITH  THE  SEA 
by  Laura  Sosnowski 


PEBBLE  BEACH  WAVES 
by  Woodice  Fuller 


"The  sea  speaks  a language  polite  people  never  repeat. 
It  is  a colossal  scavenger  slang  and  has  no  respect.” 
Carl  Sandburg,  1950 


19 


FOREST 

by  Laura  Sosnowski 
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REFLECTIONS 
by  Connie  Guchowski 


BEAUTY 

by  Laura  Sosnowski 
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NELLIE  BELL 
by 

Gretchen  Totzke 


BATHTUBS 
by  Derek  Haverind 
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WEDDING  DAY 
by 

Gretchen  Totzke 


“I  love  anything  that’s  old; 
old  friends, 
old  times, 
old  manners, 
old  books, 
old  wines.” 


BODY  AND  SOUL 
by  Judy  Hockett 


Oliver  Goldsmith 
1773 
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“It  is  through  art,  and  art  only, 
that  we  can  realize  our 
perfection.” 

Oscar  Wilde,  1891 
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Three  Untitled  Drawings 
by  Sharon  Kane 
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THOUGHTS 
by  Jake  Nuessen 
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“The  secret  thoughts  of  a man  run  over  all  things, 
holy,  profane,  clean,  obscene,  grave  and  light, 
without  shame  or  blame.” 

Leviathan,  1651 
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BUGS,  by  Andy  Hsu 
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PLUG,  by  Andy  Hsu 


“Art  is  meant  to  disturb,  science  measures.” 
Georges  Braque 
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FARM  LIFE 
by 

Andy  Hsu 


“Remote  though  your  farm  may  be,  it  is  something 
to  be  the  lord  of  one  green  lizard  - and  free.” 
Juval  Hubert  Creekmore 
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by  Mindy  Evans 


UNTITLED,  by  Mindy  Evans 
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Untitled  Photo 
by  Clarke  A.  Sinclair 


“Women  are  poets  just  by  being  women.” 
Jose  Marti 
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The  Bear 

By  Jenny  Lauren  Meyer 

Morgan  still  couldn’t  believe  what  had  happened.  She  should  have  been 
in  that  car  too.  But  now,  two  weeks  later,  here  she  was,  15  year  old  Morgan 
Bradford  living  in  the  present,  while  her  family  remained  a vivid  memory  from 
the  past. 

“Morgan?”,  Nellie’s  high-pitched  voice  called.  “Are  you  ready  to  pick  up 
your  stuff  from  home?”.  No,  she  was  not  ready  to  go  home.  What  was  home, 
an5rway?  A place  to  live?  A house  full  of  people?  A family  with  two  cats  and  a 
dog?  Morgan  no  longer  had  any  of  these  things,  much  less  a home. 

Nellie  stepped  into  the  room,  her  thick,  white  “old-lady”  shoes  padding 
against  the  shiny  wooden  floor. 

“C’mon  hon,”  the  66  year  old  woman  pleaded,  “we  have  to  get  to  your 
Aunt  Jean’s  by  five  o’  clock  sharp.” 

Duh,  thought  Morgan.  Even  an  old  senile  lady  like  Nellie  had  enough 
marbles  left  to  know  that  they’d  never  get  from  Springfield,  Missouri,  to 
Portsmouth,  Virginia,  in  six  hours.  Especially  driving  20  miles  below  the  speed 
limit. 

Morgan  slowly  pushed  her  frail  body  out  of  Nellie’s  Lazy-Boy  recliner. 
Checking  her  appearance  in  the  out-dated  vanity  mirror  on  the  wall,  Morgan 
couldn’t  believe  how  terrible  she  looked.  Her  long  black  hair  hadn’t  been 
brushed  in  days  and  her  sensitive  pale  skin  shimmered  with  grease.  What 
have  I done  to  myself?,  Morgan  thought  as  Nellie  guided  her  down  the  steep 
front  steps  and  up  the  cracked  walkway  to  her  own  house.  She  dug  into  her 
dirty  jeans  pocket  and  her  hand  returned  with  the  Bradfords’  house  key.  But 
there  was  only  one  Bradford  left;  now  it  was  just  Morgan’s  house  key. 

When  the  lock  clicked,  the  durable  wooden  door  creaked  open  and  the 
stale  air  tickled  Morgan’s  nose.  It  was  as  if  no  one  had  ever  lived  in  this  house, 
as  if  there  never  were  six  happy  people  growing  up  together  inside.  For  all 
Morgan  knew,  it  might  as  well  have  been  that  way. 

“Ill  be  next  door  if  you  need  me,”  stated  Nellie. 

Duh,  Morgan  thought.  You’ve  been  our... my  next  door  neighbor  for  years. 
Morgan  drew  in  a deep  breath  and  cautiously  ventured  into  her  house. 

Nothing  had  changed,  not  that  she  expected  it  to.  The  little  family  room  in 
front  of  her  was  in  perfect  order,  right  down  to  the  Better  Homes  and  Gardens 
magazines  resting  on  the  glass  coffee  table.  Mom  always  arranged  them  in 
chronological  order.  Claudia’s  “colonial”  room  was  still  in  the  same  place,  right 
beside  Morgan’s,  and  the  half  bathroom  in  the  hall  still  smelled  of  soapsuds. 
But  the  cavity  of  the  house  remained  motionless;  there  were  no  forks  clanking 
against  dishes  in  the  kitchen  (where  food  was  now  rotting  in  the  refrigerator). 
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there  was  no  dog  barking,  no  telephone  ringing,  no  people  laughing.  The 
awkward  silent  hollowness  of  the  house  gave  Morgan  the  chills.  She  decided  it 
would  be  best  to  get  it  over  with  as  soon  as  possible,  so  she  rushed  to  her  room 
and  dumped  all  of  her  clothes  into  a rumpled  old  duffel  bag.  There  was  no  use 
in  folding  them.  Aunt  Jean  would  no  doubt  send  every  single  article  of  clothing 
Morgan  owned  to  the  cleaners  as  soon  as  she  arrived,  including  her  underwear. 
Great-Aunt  Jean  was  such  a prim,  strict  soul  that  Morgan  dreaded  having  to 
go  live  with  her.  Why,  over  the  phone  Aunt  Jean  had  even  announced  that  she 
was  immediately  sending  Morgan  to  a boarding  school!  A boarding  school! 
Morgan  was  already  being  forced  to  move  away  from  all  her  friends,  but  now 
this!  Well,  at  least  the  drive  to  Aunt  Jean’s  wouldn’t  be  so  bad.  Nellie  had 
volunteered  to  drive  Morgan  there,  and  she  loved  hearing  the  lively  old  lady’s 
stories. 

As  soon  as  all  her  drawers  were  emptied,  Morgan  grabbed  her  great- 
grandfather’s precious  keepsake  tin  from  on  top  of  her  dresser.  Her  great- 
grandfather had  kept  many  special  things  in  it  when  he  was  a child,  and  today, 
priceless  memories  gathered  up  dust  inside:  Morgan’s  first  lost  tooth,  the  cats’ 
cradle  string  she  and  her  best  friend  had  toyed  with  for  months,  half  the  ticket 
from  the  movies  when  she  had  gone  on  her  first  date,  and  other  unique  items 
which  Morgan  simply  could  not  live  without.  After  hesitantly  stuffing  a photo 
album  into  her  duffel  bag,  Morgan  zipped  it  up  and  wad  ready  to  go.  But  for 
some  unknown  reason,  Morgan  couldn’t  leave.  Something,  a strange  wave  of 
emotions  swept  over  her  and  was  holding  her  back.  A strong  invisible  force 
drew  Morgan  toward  the  attic. 

She  silently  dropped  her  duffel  bag  at  the  foot  of  the  stairs  and  carefully 
made  her  way  up  the  hollow  wooden  steps.  With  each  creak  of  the  stairs, 
Morgan’s  heart  raced  faster.  The  feeble  pegboard  door  stood  right  in  front  of 
her  now  and  was  so  inviting  it  seemed  to  shout,  “Open  me!  Open  me!”  Morgan 
wrapped  her  long,  slender  fingers  around  the  tiny  doorknob  and  pushed,  but 
the  door  was  stuck.  With  all  her  might,  Morgan  threw  her  intense  body  at  the 
door  and  swung  it  open. 

From  her  position  on  the  rough  attic  floor  where  she  had  fallen,  Morgan 
looked  up.  Wonders  surrounded  her,  and  as  she  scaled  the  room  with  dancing 
eyes,  Morgan  suddenly  became  alive  again.  Remembering  her  place  on  the 
floor,  Morgan  stood  up  and  brushed  herself  off.  She  hadn’t  talked  in  days,  but 
now  she  wanted  to  sing!  It  was  as  if  Morgan  was  in  touch  with  herself  again. 

Light  glistened  on  the  dust  through  the  little  diamond-shaped  window 
and  shone  on  all  of  the  magnificent  things  piled  up  in  the  attic.  Childhood 
memories  filled  the  flat  air  with  delight.  From  charming  little  music  boxes  to 
baseball  gloves,  everything  in  the  attic  room  was  awesome.  Suddenly  Morgan 
frowned.  I don’t  have  time  for  this,  she  thought. 
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Nellie  and  I have  to  leave  for  Aunt  Jean’s  and  the  realtors  and  Salvation  Army 
people  are  coming  at  noon  to  sell  all  of  my  family  history  away.  So  why  am  I so 
excited?  My  family  is  gone  forever  and  there’s  nothing  I can  do  to  change  that 
Morgan  turned  away  from  the  sacred  attic  room  and  the  happiness  that  had 
once  been  inside  her.  She  put  her  hand  on  the  door  and  was  about  to  close  it, 
about  to  seal  up  the  gigantic  keepsake  box  that  held  all  of  her  most  valuable 
memories  inside,  when  she  saw  him.  He  was  being  squashed  between  an  old- 
fashioned  train  set  and  a heavy  chest  full  of  glamorous  costumes.  It  was  her 
teddy  bear!  Morgan  hadn’t  seen  that  bear  in  years!  She  plopped  down  on  her 
stiff  knees  in  front  of  him  and  picked  him  up. 

His  limp  body  was  once  brown  but  had  faded  to  a pale  yellow  color  from 
age.  A faint  scent  wafted  to  Morgan’s  nose.  It  was  her  father’s  cologne!  The 
familiar  spicy  smell  comforted  her  and  she  rubbed  the  bear’s  cool  fur  against 
her  cheek.  Morgan  remembered  the  day  she  and  Daddy  bought  the  bear  from 
T.W.  Toys  on  Jerome  Street.  She  was  four  years  old  and  Daddy  said  she  had 
been  such  a good  girl  about  Claudia  being  born  that  she  could  pick  out  an 
early  Christmas  present.  She  had  chosen  this  bear,  whom  the  lady  at  the 
counter  had  called  an  “oatmeal  bear.” 

Morgan  studied  his  funny  face.  His  left  eye  had  been  plucked  off  by  her 
older  brother  Steven  when  they  were  little.  Steven  insisted  upon  making  the 
shiny  black  eye  a helmet  for  his  G.I.  Joe  action  figure.  Morgan  was  crushed 
when  Mom  explained  there  was  no  way  to  repair  it  and  she  couldn’t  sew  it  back 
on. 

The  bear’s  ears  were  ragged  and  crusty  from  baby  Scottie’s  sucking  on 
them  after  he  was  born.  Scottie  hadn’t  gotten  a teething  ring  yet,  so  the 
Bradfords  figured  the  ancient  bear  would  do. 

A faint  red  ribbon  had  been  hastily  tied  around  the  bear’s  flat  neck,  a 
result  of  Morgan’s  sister  Claudia’s  “fashion  enterprise.”  The  defiant  eight-year- 
old  had  claimed  the  bear  needed  some  color  in  his  face  to  spruce  him  up,  and 
she  put  the  ribbon  on  when  Mom  denied  her  constant  requests  to  use  blush- 
on. 

A victim  of  the  cats’  and  dog’s  fight  one  day,  the  bear’s  chest  was  torn 
open,  allowing  billowy  clumps  of  stuffing  to  fall  out.  A piece  of  everyone  was  in 
that  bear.  Morgan  held  him  tight  and  sobbed. 

“I  should  have  been  in  the  car  with  you!”  she  screamed.  “Oh  Mom, 
Dad,  I’m  so  sorry!  Claud,  Scottie,  Steven,  I love  you  so  much!  Why  did 
you  have  to  go?  Why  did  a drunk  driver  have  to  hit  you?” 

Morgan  cried  and  cried  and  after  she  couldn’t  squeeze  any  more  tears 
out,  she  got  up  with  the  bear  in  her  arms.  She  knew  it  wasn’t  her  fault  that 
her  family  was  killed,  and  she  realized  that  no  matter  how  much  it  hurt,  she 
would  have  to  move  on. 
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As  long  as  Morgan  had  that  bear,  she  knew  that  everything  would  be  all  right. 

As  Morgan  held  the  bear  tightly,  walking  down  the  stairs,  she  was 
surprised  to  see  Nellie  at  the  bottom,  holding  out  her  duffel  bag.  Morgan  wiped 
her  tears  away,  stood  up  straight,  took  a deep  breath  and  whispered,  “I’m 
ready  to  go.” 
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GRANDPA  BULBROOK 

By  Sandra  Penrose 


On  Saturday  mornings,  I’d  find  him 
Sitting  up  in  bed,  arms  white-sleeved  in 
Long  underwear,  while  letters  from 
Australia  spilled  across  blankets 
Covering  him.  His  tea  steaming  on 
The  bedside  table,  he  would  tell  me 
Stories  of  our  relatives,  long  gone 
From  Canada,  who  had  a store  called. 


“BULBROOK  AND  SONS.” 

I listened  to  our  family  tales 
With  eight-year-old  Bulbrook  ears,  wanting 
To  hear  more  about  the  long-lost,  distant 
Cousins,  not  knowing  that  I would  be 
Hard-of-remembering.  “Speak  louder!”. 
I’d  shout  now  across  eternity. 

If  only  it  would  help  me  to  hear 
Grandfather’s  stories  once  again... 

And  write  them  down. 
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FORCED  SHADOWS 

By  Glen  Dudasik 


YOU  SAID  IT  CANT  BE  DONE. 

YOU  SAID  i SHOULDNT  EVEN  TRY. 

FOR  THERE  IS  NO  WAY  i WILL  EVER  SUCCEED. 
FOR  i AM  NOTHING, 

AND  NOTHING  IS  ALL  i WILL  EVER  BE. 

DO  YOU  KNOW  WHO  i AM? 

DO  YOU  KNOW  WHAT  i AM  ABOUT? 

HOW  DO  YOU  KNOW  WHAT  i CAN  OR  CANNOT  DO? 
YOU  DO  NOT  KNOW  WHAT  i KNOW, 

YOU  DO  NOT  SEE  WHAT  i SEE. 

YOU  HAVE  NOT  BEEN  WHERE  i HAVE  BEEN. 
NOR  WILL  YOU  GO  WHERE  i AM  GOING. 

THEY  SAY  ONE  WALKS 
TO  THE  BEAT  OF  A DIFFERENT  DRUMMER, 
i WALK  TO  NO  DRUMMER  AT  ALL, 
WALKING  ONLY  SLOWS  ME  DOWN. 

IF  IT  HAS  BEEN  DONE  ONCE, 
i WILL  DO  IT  AGAIN. 

IF  IT  HASNT  BEEN  DONE, 
i WILL  BE  THE  FIRST. 

EVERY  TIME  i SEE  ANOTHER, 
i SEE  MYSELF. 

ARE  WE  NOT  ALL  THE  SAME? 

WE  ALL  LIVE  AND  WE  ALL  DIE. 
i WILL  LIVE  HOW  i WANT. 

NO  LIMITATIONS. 

YOU  WILL  NOT  STOP  ME. 
i WARN  YOU, 

DO  NOT  TRY  AND  STOP  ME! 

I WILL  SUCCEED! 
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Why  Not 

By  Celia  Gonzalez 


I see  you  sitting  alone,  writing  furiously  into  a dark  blue  notebook,  with  a 
coffee  cup  on  the  saucer  next  to  you  slightly  off  balance. 

I see  the  aging  waitress  who  was  fidgeting  with  the  frayed,  beige  apron  of  her 
uniform  looking  up  in  surprise  as  you  ask  her  for  the  check. 

you  smile  graciously  as  she  brings  it  to  you,  and  while  fishing  for  change 
in  your  pocket,  you  meet  my  eyes. 

you  walk  through  the  maze  of  people,  toward  my  table  to  introduce 
yourself. 

I see  your  hand  toying  with  the  button  on  your  worn  corduroy  jacket. 

1 see  you  pulling  the  jacket  closer  to  your  body  as  you  ask  me  for  my  number. 

1 see  you  brushing  the  hair  away  from  my  cheek  as  we  sit  in  the  darkened 
intimacy  of  a near  empty  movie  theater. 

1 see  you  holding  my  hand  tightly  as  we  walk  down  the  street,  dodging  the 
puddles  that  glitter  beneath  the  lamp  posts. 

I see  you  bringing  me  a dozen  white  orchids  with  glossy  green  stems  that  smell 
like  the  perfume  that  1 wore  on  our  fourth  date. 

1 see  you  leaning  towards  me,  and  your  eyes  drifting  closed  as  your  lips  draw 
nearer  and  nearer  to  mine,  and  your  arms  pull  me  gently  against  you. 

1 see  what  could  have  happened  if  only  you  had  called. 


I see 


1 see 
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WHAT  SHALL  I WEAR  TODAY? 

By  Mary  Kathiyn  Murphy 


Today  I shall  wear  silk. 

It  will  be  the  color  of  rainbow  sherbet. 

It  will  flow  and  drape  and  billow  behind  me 
as  1 sashay  through  the  fragrant  herb  garden. 

Today  1 shall  wear  cotton. 

It  will  be  the  color  of  farm  fresh  cream. 

It  will  keep  me  cool  in  the  heat  of  day 

as  1 tend  to  the  sustaining  vegetable  garden. 

Today  I shall  wear  linen. 

It  will  be  the  color  of  Scandinavian  wildflowers. 

It  will  be  crisp-starched  and  properly  pressed 
for  attendance  at  the  formal  garden  party. 

Today  I shall  wear  wool. 

It  will  be  the  color  of  wild  heather  on  Irish  hillsides. 
It  will  keep  me  warm  as  I tuck  myself  beside  the  fire 
and  study  garden  catalogues  on  a snowy  day. 

Today  I shall  wear  polyester. 

It  will  be  a neon  color  like  none  known  to  nature. 

It  will  allow  me  to  charade 

as  I plant  plastic  flowers  in  the  graveyard. 

Today  I shall  stand  naked 

in  the  most  perfect  fabric  known  to  man. 

It  will  insist  that  I be  completely  sincere 
as  I nurture  the  flowers  of  a new  generation. 
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A Concrete  Star 

By  Jenny  Lauren  Meyer 


It’s 

more 
than  just 
a shape  put 

together  with  a few  odd  triangles.  It’s  a 
people  and  their  history.  A holiday, 
family,  and  friends.  It’s  unity, 
hope,  and  belief.  A sense  of 
belonging.  Feeling  closer  to  my  God. 
Pride  and  uniqueness.  Why  a gang  would 
choose  to  trash  such  a beautiful  symbol  is 
beyond  my  understanding.  I should  not  have 
to  be  uncomfortable 
wearing  this 
around  my 
neck. 
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Vanilla 

By  Josh  M.  Konkoly 


The  sweet  rhythm  of  blues 
dances  in  my  half  filled  soul 
The  sorrow  of  past  bitterly 
sweetened  by  the  smooth  latte 
at  my  side 

The  rain  slaps  the  old  window 
pane  tapping  a rhythm  that 
eases  my  mind  while  the  cool 
water  rush  against  the  street 
banks  mix  to  make  a soothing 
sound  complimented  by  the  soft 
melody  of  the  coffee  pressed 
steam  shooting  high  into  the 
air  which  sweeps  me  off  my  feet 
and  turns  my  sorrow  into  the 
melodic  blues  fusion  that  fills 
the  air... 
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BORDERS 


BOOKS*  MUSIC - CAFE 


101  Rice  Lake  Square  at  Danada 
Wheaton,  Illinois 
(630)  871-9595 


1500  16th  St.  at  RTE.  83 
Oakbrook,  Illinois 
(630)  574-0800 


Over  200,000  book,  music,  and  video  titles 

A WIDE  SELECTION  OF  TITLES  ON  MANY  SUBJECTS 

Over  2000  magazine  and  newspaper  titles 

FROM  ACROSS  THE  COUNTRY  AND  AROUND  THE  WORLD 

1 OO  LISTENING  STATIONS  TO  CHECK  OUT  MUSIC  BEFORE  YOU  PURCHASE 
A CAFE  SERVING  COFFEE  DRINKS,  PASTRIES,  DESSERTS,  AND  LIGHT  BREAKFAST  8c  LUNCH  FARE 

A COMFORTABLE  BROWSING  ENVIRONMENT 


BORDERS  Wheaton  offers 


Borders  Oakbrook  offers 


LIVE  MUSIC  ON  Friday  and  Saturday  evenings 
FROM  8 TO  1 0 PM 

(ENJOY  A COFFEE  OR  SOFT  DRINK  IN  OUR 
SMOKE-FREE  CAFE  WHILE  YOU  LISTEN!) 


LIVE  MUSIC  ON  WEDNESDAY  AND  FRIDAY  EVENINGS 
FROM  8 TO  1 0 PM 

(ENJOY  A COFFEE  OR  SOFT  DRINK  IN  OUR 
SMOKE-FREE  CAFE  WHILE  YOU  LISTEN!) 


Childrens  Storytimes 
Wednesdays  and  Thursdays  at  1 1 AM 
Saturdays  at  2 PM 


Childrens  Storytimes 

Tuesdays  at  1 0 AM 
Saturdays  at  1 PM 


Book  and  video  discussion  groups 

THROUGHOUT  THE  MONTH! 


CONTEMPORARY  FICTION  AND  MYSTERY 

Book  discussion  groups! 


Over  30  book,  music,  and  video  events 

SCHEDULED  EACH  MONTH  — 

STOP  IN  AND  PICK  UP  OUR  NEWSLETTER! 


Over  30  book,  music,  and  video  events 

SCHEDULED  EACH  MONTH  " 

STOP  IN  AND  PICK  UP  OUR  NEWSLETTER! 
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